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Mufing amid' the ruins of yon 
That overbangs the flood. On my approach, 
Wrh aſpect fern, and words of import derk, 
. He que ſtion d me of Othman. Then the tear 
X Stole from his eye. But when I talk d ot pow'r 
S. 
Othm. What may this mean? Conduct the ſtran- 
ger to me [Exit Slave: 
8. 


Ha ! Sad; here! 
My honour'd friend! 
Sadi. Stand off. pollute me not. 
"Theſe honeſt arms, tho worn with want, diſdain 


Thy gorgeous trappings, earn'd by foul diſonour. 
Gehen 22 for beneath 
| 4 


A 
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This habit, which to thy miſtaken eye 
Beſpeaks my guilt, I wear a heart as true 
As Sadi's to my king. 

Kai. Why then beneath 
This curſed roof, this black ufurp r's palace, 
Dar'ſt thou to draw infected air, and live 
The ſlave of infolerce ! why lick the duſt 
Beneath his feet, who laid Algiers in ruin? 
But age, which ſhou'd have taught thee honeſt caution, 
Has aught thee treachery. 
ja Othm. Miftaken man! 

cu'd paſſion prompt me to licentious ſpeeck 
Like thine——— 4 | | 

Cas. Peace, falſe one! peace! the ſia ve to pow'r 
Still wears a pliant tonguc—O ſhame to dwell 
With murder, luſt, and rapine Did he not 
Core from the depths of Barca's folirude, 
nd fair pretence of faith os firm alliance ? 

not our grateful wit en arms, 

Receive him as his wry O fatal hour ! 


Did he not then with hot adult rous eye, 
Gaze on the Queen Zuphira twas luſt, 
Luft gave th” infernal whi 


And bade him murder, if 
O, complicated horror: ! hell- born treach'ry ! 
Then fell our country, when good Selim dy'd ! 
Vet thou, pernicious traitor, unbaih'd 
Can'ft wear the murd'rer's badge. 
Ott m.. Yet hear me Safi — — 
$adi. What can diſnonaur plead ? 
Othm. Yet blame not ence. 
' Sadi. Prudence ! the —— Loave ! 
The traitor's ready maſk ! 
O:chm. Vet ftill I love thee - 
Vet urprovoł d by thy intemperate zeal. 
Bett ink thee ! — might I not infult thy flight 
With the foul ng mes of fear, or perfidy ? 
Didſt thou not fly, when Bariars7s's word 
Reek d with the bloc d of thy brave cou trymen ? 
W hat then did I ?—Bereath this hated root, 
In pity to my widow'd queen 
2 In pity ? 


O:than 
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BARBAROSSA. 5 


th Ves, Sad: Heav'n is witneſs, pity ſway'd me. 
oy Words, words ! diſſimulation all, and guilt ! 
Orth. Wih honeſt guile I did inroll my name 


In the black liſt of Bard areſſa: friends: 


In hope that ſome propitious hour might rite, 
When, heav'n — daſh the murd' er fron. his throne, 
And give young Selim to his orphan'd people. 
4 Indeed can't thou be true? 
Orthm. By beav'n am. 
da li. Why ten diele thus? 
Ohm. Have I not told the? 
Ys. in vain to ſtem the maar pow'r 
the weak faiiics of an ill-timd rage : 

” Sad Enough I find thee honeſt : and with pride 
Will join thy councils. This, my faithtul am, 
Waſted with miſery, ſhall gain new nerves | 
For brave refolves. Can augut my friend, be done ? 
Can aught be dar's ? 

Orhm. We groan beneath the ſcourge 
This morn, on falſe pretence of vengeance, 
For the foul murder pf ow: honour'd, ting 
Five wretches periſh'd o 3. 
Our long: los d friends, and braveſt citizens, * 
Self-baniſh'd to the defart, mourn in exile ; 
While the fell lords it o'er a crew 


\ 


* 
- 
* * 


Of abject the needy tools — 
Of 2 ufurp'd ; and a degen tate train 
ves in arms. 


Sa. li. O my devoted ——— 

Othm. If pain be life, the lives ; but in ſuch woe, 
As want and ſlavery view with pity, 
And blefs their ier lot! hemm'd round by terrors, 
Within this cruel palace, once the feat 
Of ev'ry joy, thro” ſeven lot g tedious years 
She wer ps her murder'd lord, her exil'd fon, 
Her people iail'n the murd'rer of her bd, 
Returning now frcm conqueſt o'er the Moors, 
Tempts her to marriage ; ſpurr'd at once by luſt, 
And black ambition. But with noble firmneſs, 
Surpaſſing the female, the reje*'s his vows, 
Scorning the horrid union. Mean:ime he, 8 


But fay the widow'd 32 heart bleeds for her. 
© 


- Thou wilt alarm the 
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With ceaſeleſ hate, purſues her exil'd fon ; 
And——oh! deteſted monſter ! 

Sadi. Yet more deeds : 
Of 1 — 'n! 


The virtuous — 4 evn 2 ſoreign climes. 
Ere this, perhaps he blgeds. A wurd'ting ruſfian 


Is ten: to watch his ſteps, and plunge the dagger 
Into his gwiltlets breaſt. 


Fadi. Is this thy faith! 
Tamely to witnets to ſuch deeds of horror ! 


Give me thy poignned : lead 1— 
What d | an. 


Ohm. Repreſs thy fury 


[He weeps. 


„ wilt involve 
Nat thy friend, in ruin. Haſte thee, hence ; 
Haſte to the remnant of our loyal fiiends, 
let maturcr councils rule thy zeal. 
Sedi. Yet let us ne et forget our 


in 

The life-bloog of his people, o'er the Bath 

Ran purple ! O reme:nber ! and revenge ! 
Othm. Doubt not my zcal. But hafte and ſeek our 

friends. 

Near to the weſtern port Almanzor dwells, 

Jet unſeduc'd by Barbarofſa's pow'r. 

He will diſcloſe to thee, it aught be heard 

Of Sea fafety, or (what more I dread) 

Of Sehe death. Theaze belt may aur relacvll = 

Be drawn hereafter. But let caution guide thee: 

For in theſe walks, where tyranny and guilt 

— the throne, —— 

uint-ey'd jealouſy, to 

D 
Sadi. I obey thee. 

es 2 the wotine your, thou fay'ſt. 


Ev'n there. 
Clote by the blaſted where the 
O'erlooks the city. Paſte thee hence, my end 
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BARBAROSSA. 7 
} wou'd not have thee found within theſe walls. 


| [Frouriſh 


peſtilence 
Hang o er his ſteps !— Farewell Remember Or man, 


Thy queen's, thy prince's, and thy count y's wiougs, 


[Exit Saal. 


Othm. When I forget 


Barb. Valiant Othman, 
Are theſe vile ſlaves impal'd ? 
Othm. My loid, they are. 
Barb. Did not the rack extort confeſſion from them ? 
Othm. They dy'd obdurate + le the melting croud 
Maurmur'd out pri'y for their gro::t: and anguiſh. 
Barb. Curſe on their womaniſh hearts! what, pity 


flaves 

Whom my fupreme decree condemn'd to torture? 
Are you not ali my faves, to whom my nod 
Gives lite or death ? | 

Othm. To doubt thy will, is treaſon. 

Barb. I love thee, faithful Ochman: but why fits 
That ſadneſs on thy brow ? For oft” J find thee 
Muſing and fad; while joy for my return, 
My fword victorious, and the cor; o erthrow, 
Refounds through all my palace. 

Othm. Mighty warrior! 
ho foul, intent pans Wines, 

ill oft negle@, or (coin weaker proof. 
V hich ſmiles or ſpeech can give. ; 
. Well de it ſo. 

o guard Algier, from anarchy's miſrale, 
I fway the — icepter. Who deſerves, 
Shall meet protection: and who merits not, 
Shall meet my wrath in thunder. But 'tis ſtrange, 
A4 That 
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That when with open arms I wou'd receive 

Young Selim; wou'd reſtore the crown, which death 
Reft from his father's head He ſcorus my bounty; 
Shuns me with ſullen and obdurate hate, 

And proudly kindtes war in foreign clumes 


Aga ĩinſt my — 312 ſav d 131 — 
1 


Enter Aladin. 


Alad. Brave prince, I bring thee tidings 
Of high concermment to Algiers and thee 


Yonng Selim is no more. 
Othm. Indeed! 
Barb. Indeed Why that aoarhnent * ? 
He vun, our bittereſt foe. 
Orb. So periſh all 
Thy cauſeleſs enemies 
Barb. What ſays the rumour ? 
How dy'd the prince, and where ? 
Ala. The rumour tells, 
That flying to Oran, he there d ſuccuurs 
from Ferdinand of Spain, t i ay Algiers. 
Berb. From chriſtian 
Othm. How ! league wit igen 
Alad. And * held council with the haughty Spa- 
niar 
To conquer and dethrone thee : but in vain : 
For in a dark encounter with two flaves, 
Wherein the one fell by his dauntleſs valour, 
Selim at length was flaw. 
Barb. Uag.ateful boy ! 
Oft hax I cout. him to meet my kindneſs ; 
But „unn vain: de nnr 
Nat cou'd 4 cer behold him fince the down 
Cov-r'd bis manly cheek.———How many years 
gy mY, he ? 
. think, ſcarce thicteen, when his father dy d. 
7 „ me twenty 
be, C:' man, now for ; 
+ we eu „ed fervice. Well I know, 
. 2y lv, .xprienc'd faith hath plac'd thee high 


In 


Waile the young adder neſted in his place 


* —*. ao 
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fa the queen's confidence ; the crown I wear 
Yet totters on my head, till marriage-tites. 
Have made ber mine. O:hman the muſt be won. 
Picad thou my cauſe of love : bid her dry up 
Her fi uicleſs tears : paint forth het long delays, 
Wake all thy cloquence : make her but mine, 
And fuch unſought reward ſhall crown thy zeal, 
As ſhall out-foar thy withes. 

Otha. Mighty king. 
Whe e bids, | go. 

Barb. Then haſte thee, Orhbman, 
Ere yet the rumour of her ſon's diſeaſe 
Hath rexch'd her ear; ere yet the mournful tale 
Hath whelm'd her in a new abyſs of woe, 
And quench'd all foft affection, fave for him. 
Tell her, I come, born on the wing of love? 
Haſte —fly— I follow thee. [Exit Othman 
Now Aladin. * 
Now fortune bears us to the wiſh'd for port: 
We ride fecure, on her moſt profp'rous billow. 
2 was the rock I 2 Doſt not think 

attempt was greatly daring? 

Alad. 5 and — 
What boo ed it, to cut th old ſerpent off, 


Barb. True: we have conquer'd now. Algiers is. 
mine, 

Without a rival. Thus great fouls aſpi 

And boldly ſuatch at es. * 

Of coward conſcience. Vet I wonder much, 

Omar returns not: Omar, whom I fent 

On this high truſt. I fear, tis he hat'» fa!Pn. 

Didſt thou not ſay, two flaves encounter'd Selim? 
Aud. Ay, two: "tis rumour'd fo. | 
> Hood 4 one « © 

| in fo: by Selim hand: while his companion 

W his happier ſteel in Selim's heart. 

. Omar, | fear, is falln. From right-hand 

I gave my ſignet to the truly ſlave : oP 


And bade him fend it, as the certain edge 

Of Selin death; it ſickneſs or mack we 

Or wayward fate, ſhou'd thwart his quick return. 
9 
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Mad. The ramour yet is young ; perhaps foreruns 


The truſty flave's approach 


FP 
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Have I endured her coyneſs? Had not war, 

And great ambition, call'd me from #lgiers, 

Ere this, my pow'r had reap'd what the denies. 
But there's a cauſe, which touches on my peace, 
And bids me brook no more her falſe delays. 

Irene. O frown not thus! fare pity ne'er deſerv d 
A parent's frown! then lo k moe kindly on me. 
Let thy conſenting piry mix with mine, 

And heal the woes of weeping majeſty? 
Uuhappy ! 

Barb. What means that guſhing tear ? 

lrine. Oh never ſhall Irene taſte of peace, 


1 


Perverſe and n ubborn! As thou lov'ſt thy peace, 
Dry up thy tears. What! damp the trĩ v 
That echoes through -4iers I which now hall pierce 
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D:Tolv'd in tears of gratitude and joy. 
But when I told my quality and birth, 
He ſtarted at he name of Barbarea; 
And thrice turn d pile. Vet with recovery mild, 
to ere, he cry'd ; protect my mother, 
And be t her, what Selim is to thee 
Ev'n tuch, my lacher, was the gen'rous youth, 
Wo by the hands of blondy, bloody men, 
Lies number'd with the dead. 
Barb. Amaz:ment caii's me! | 
Vas this thy unknown iriend, conceal'd from me? 
Falſe, faithlets child! 
Irene. Alas! my father! 
He never was thy foe. 
Barb. What plcad for Selim 
Away. He menited the death he fouud. 
Oh coward ! traiĩtreſs to thy tather's glory ! 
Thou ſhou dſt have liv'd a flave, deen ſold to ſhame, 
Been banĩſh d to the depth ot howling defarts, 
Been aught but whar rhou art, rather than blot 
A father's honovr, by a deed fo vile 


Hence, from my fight. — Hence, thou unthankful child ! 


B-ware thee ! Shun the queen: nor taint her ear 
With Seim fate. Yes, tha!l crown my love; 


Or, by our prophet ſhe ſhall dread my pow'r. 


| [Exit Barbaroſſa. 
Irene. Unhappy queen ! 
To what new tcenes of horror art thou doom'd ! 
O c:uel father! hapleſs child ! whom py 
Compe's to cail him cruel !—Gen'rous Selim 
Poor injur'd queen ! who but intreats to die 
In her dear father's rents ! thither, good queen, 
My care ſhall f thee, while tuſpicion ſleeps. 
What tho' my frowning father pour his age 
On my defenceleſs head? Yet innoceace 
Siall yield her firm and conſcious virtue 
Gild all my days. Cou d I but fave Zaphire, 
Let the ſtorm beat. Fil weep and pray, till ſhe 
And Heav'a forget my tather cet was cruel. 
ACT 
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(SANA 
ACT I. 

Zaphira and female flaves diſerver'd 


ZAP HERA 


Wat ſhall I be at peace !—O, righteous heav'n, 


my fainting foul, which faia wou'd 


tt bes doe EEE 
O'erwhelm'd me ! firſt my huſband! now, my fon! 
Both dead! both ſhughtred by the bloody hand 
1 e grief iu my port I 
Farewel, ſwee 4 is my portion 

O dre embicien! wha faferaal Jaw 
Unchain'd thee from thy native Large of hell, 
To ſtalk the earth with thy deſtructive train, 
Murder and luſt! to waſte domeſtic peace, 
And ev'ry heart-felt joy! 


Enter Othman. a 


O faithful Orhman ! 
Our fears were true! my Selim is no more! } 


Othm. Has then the fatal ſtory reach'd thine ear * 
Inhuman ! 


Zaph. Strike him heav'n with thunder ! ' 
Nor let Zap ire doubt thy providence. | 
W — tear d. Accuſe not heav'n's 


— 2 


Nor ruggl with th tenfold chain of Fre, 
thee to thy woes! O, rather yield, 
And wat the happier hour when innocence 
weep no more & in tha / pleaſing hope 
N — jd 


Zed ws ſtil thou king? 
Othm. "Tis Barbaroſſa. 

He means to fee thee———- 
ma Curſes blaſt the tyrant! 


a wn. , Zr 
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Zaph. O title vilely purchas d! by the blood 
Of innocence ! by treach' iy and murder ! 

May heav'n incens'd poui down its vengeance on him; 
Blait all his joys, and turn them into hocror ; 

Till phrenzy riſe, and bid him curſe the hour 

That gave his crimes their birth ! my faĩthful Ot man, 
vy fole furviving ! can't thou deviſe 

No fecret means, by which I may eſcape 

This hated palace! with uncaunteu ſteps 

d roam the waſte, to reach my father”: vales 

Of dear Mutija !/—— can no means be found, 

To fly theſe black'ning horrors that furround me? 

Otha. That hope is vain ! the tyrant krows thy hate. 
Hence, day and night, his watchful guards turround thee, 
xp 2 ot 3 

urb then thy mighty griefs : juſt: truth 
22 rouſe not then his anger: 

Let ſoſt perſuaſion and mild eloquence, 
Redeem that liberty, which fte:n rebuke 
Would rob thee of for ever. 

Zaph. Cruel raſk ! 

For to bow, — an injur'd 

To kneel for liberty! and oh ! to whom! 

Ev'n to the murd'rer of her lord and fon ! 

O periſh firſt. Zapbira ! yes, l die! F 

4 — liſe to „ lord ! 
child! will follow 

Orbe, Win tov nar foe +4 

Zaph. I will nor, Othman. 

Or if I do with bitter imprecation, 
More keen than poiſon ſhot from ſerpent's tongues, 


Pil =” curſes on him ! 
__ Othm. Will Zaphira 
Thus meanly fink in woman's fruitleſs rage, 
When ſhe ſhould wake revenge ? 
Zaph. Revenge? tell me- 
Tell me but how ! what can a helpleis woman ! 
Obr. Gain but the tyran?'s leave, and reach thy father, 
Pour thy complaints before him let thy wrongs 
Kindle his indiguation, to pu: fue 
1 8 til! unceaſing war 
aſt his ill r. 
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BARBAROSSA. 15 
Zaph. Ah !—— fay't thou, Othman ? 
Thy words have ſhot like lightning through my frame; 
_ all my fouF's on fire ! — —— friend! 
es; with more gentle fpeech I his pride ; 
Regin my freedom; ſeek my father's tents ; 
There paint my countleſs woes. His kindling rage 
Shall wake the vallies into honeſt vengeance ; 


The ſudden ſtorm ſhall 42 
And ev'ry glowing wonks trap his ; 
Wo iton, to revenge my wrongs. 
Othm. ſpoke the queen. But as th u lov'ſt 
freedom, Wy 
Touch not on Selim's fare. Thy foul will kindle, 
And paſſion mount in flames that will confume thee.” 


/ 


| 


| 
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Zaph. Urge me no mere :——Thou mightt with Thro 


— — 


| 
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rich Thro' feven long years, thy ſlaught ring ſword hath 
5 5 ee blood, 


And R treaſon.— Know, Zaphira ſcorns 
Thy menace.— Les. —thy flaughtriag fword hath teek d 


With guiltleſs b ood. ro' thee, exile and death 
| Have obs ind Algiers. Is this thy boaſted peace ? 
Sa might the tyget boalt the peace he 
| When he oerleaps by ſtealth, and waſtes « fold. 
' Barb. Ungrateful queen! Pil give thee proof of love, 
| pride ! but make thee mine, 


Had 

Er- 

E eee deed? oh, 1 
Who bloody deed ? tremble 
Where'er thou art ! * 

Who 
My foe, 
de, 
This is the rumour 
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Of Afric, ſooner dwell with wolves and tygers, 
Than mount with thee my mu der d Seh throne ! 
Barb. Raſh queen, torbear! think on thy captive 


ery 

my dread approach : that ſhame and honour, 
Reward and puniſhment, awai: my nod, 

The vaſſals of my pleaſure. V ield thee then : 
Avert the gath ring horrors that ſurround thee ; 

And dread my pow'r incens'd. 

Zaph. Dares thy licentious tongue pollute mine ear 
Wirh that foul menace ? Tyrant]! dread'ſ| thou not 
TY all 2 of heav'n, its lifted thunder, 

And all the red ning vengeance which it ſtores, 
For crimes like thine ?---Yet know, thy threats are vain, 
Tho' robb'd by thee of ev'ry dear ſupport ; 
No tyrant's threat can awe the freetorn foul, 
"Thar A ge Cay hd [Exit Zaphira. 

Where ſhould the learn the tale of Selim's death? 
28 

w 

To infanc death — fieadineks ! 
She lords it o'er my heart. There is a charm 
Of majeſty in virtue, that difarms 
Relc fant pow'r, and bends the ſtruggling will 
From her moſt firm reſolve. 


Enter Aladin. 


Oh, Aladin ! 


Timely thou com'ſt, to eaſe my lab'ring thought, 


That twelis with indignation and deipair. 
This ſtubborn woman—— 


Alad. What, urconquer'd till ? 
Barb. The news of Selim's fate hath reach'd her ear. 
Whence could this come ? 
Alad. I can relolive thy doubt 
A female flave, attendant on Zphira, W 
O'crheard tne metfenger who brought the tale, 
And gave it to ker cat. 
Barb. Perdition ſeize her! 


| 
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No threat ca move, not iſe can allure 
He. haughty foul : nay, defies my pow'er 
And taiks of death, as if her female form 


Infhrin'd i me hero's . 
Alad. Let her rege 
I bring tace tidings that will eaſe thy pain. : 
Barb. Say't thou ?--- Speak on-— © give me quick 
reliet! - — 
Alad. The gallant youth is come, who flew her fon. 
Barb. Who ? Omar! | 
Ala. No: unhappy Omar fell : 
By Selim's hand. But Achmet whom he F 
His brave affuciate, fo the youth bids ace, 
Reveng d his death by Se im. 
Bari. Gallant Youth ! 
Bears he the &gnet ? 


Alad, ye. 
Barb. Thar ſpeaks him true. Conduct him /ladir, 
| [Exit Aladin. 
This is beyond my hope. The ſeciet pledge 
Reſto:'41, prevents tuipicion of the dee, 
While it coah;ms it cone. 


Eatrr Achmet and Aladin. 
Achm. Hail mighty Barbarofſc ! as the pledge 


[Kneels. 
Of Selix's death, behold thy ring rettur'd : 
That pledge will ſpeak the reſt. 
Barb. Riſe, valiant youth! 
But firſt, no more a i:ave-—l give thee freedom. 
Thou art the youth whom Omar (now no more) 
Join'd his comp: nion in this brave attempt? | 
Bark Then how you ſped.---Where found 
Barb. Then tell me — ye 
That infolent ! mw 
chm We found him at Oran, 
Plorting deep miſchiefs to thy throne and people 
Bark Well ye _ the traitor. — 
. chm As we ought. 
While he drew on, we leapt upon our prey. 
Full at ais heart brave Omar aim d the puignard, 


Which 


B AR BAR OSS A 


W hich Selim 
Then pluag'd it in his breaſt. I haſted on, 
Too late to fave, yet I teveng d my friend: 
—— 


And Des in frowns expir'd. 
Barb. Well haſt thou ſped. 
Thy daggei did its office, aĩthfu! Achmetr ; 


wrench'd it from his hand, 


Ard high re ward ſhall wait thee.---One thing more— | 


B. ble thought torrunate ! Gu feek the 
For krov neun our of her Sei deat 


Hath ach her eai ; hence cark ſuſpicion riſe, 
Squiming a: n+ Go ret! her, that thou faw'it 


Her fon expi:c ; that w ais Cying breath, 
He did conjure her to receive my vows, 
Aud give hei country peace. 
Suſpicion. Alain. that fure . ill win bet. 
Alad. "Tis wiſely thought. —-lt muſt. 
Enter Othman. 
Barb. Mioſt welcome Othman. 
Behold this galloit He hath done 


That, fure will lull 


The ſta e good ſervice. Ler ſome bigh reward 


Await him, fuch as may v'erpay his zeal. 


Conduct him to the queen ; for be hath tidings 


Worthy he: ear, from her fon ; 
Such as may win her love ——Come Aladin: 
The banquet waits our preſence : ſeſtal joy 
Lavghs in the mantling goblet ; and the night, 
lum in d by the taper's beam, 


— — — 


Rivals red day. [Exit Barb. and Alad 


Achm. hat anxious 


Rowls in thine eye, ard heavens thy lab ring breaſt ? 


Wh | thou not th- loud excets ot joy. 
4 — the palace ? 

Achm. Dar'ſt thou tell we, 
On what dark errand thou art here? 


cbm. I dare. 
Doit chou not fee the fa lines of blood 
not in mine eye 


De ſorm my viſage? Read 
Remo: ſeleſs fury ? I am Selim murd 
Othm. His murdere'r ! 
Achm. Start not from me. 
My dagger thirſts not but tor regal blood. 
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WI what paſſion 
; do thy worſt !——1 can no 
more diſ- 


om 


n 


; Dn 
doubt, Pll bring him hicher 
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The luſtre of his eye! Nay, more, he wears 

A mark indelible, a beauteous ſcar, 

Made on his forehead by a furious pard, 

Which ruſhing on his mother, Selim flew. 
Itch A ſcar! 


Othe. ay, on his forehead 
Achs. 


| Knees. 

My bene, honour'd-king ! * 
Selim. Riſe, faithful Orhman. 

Thus let me thank thy truth! [Embraces hin. 


228 ' 
thou tree.ble thus? Why graſp my 


? Thou can't not doubt me? 
thy fre in ev'iy line. — 
e eſcape the murd'rers hand ? 

Selim. I wrench'd the da 
"That death he meant to bring. 


Wii prove thee ſlain Flake may 1 
Unknown to all — This faid. th' affaiſin dy d. 
Othm. But how to gain admittauce, thus unknown ? 
Selim. Diſguis'd as Sei murderer I come: 
222 of the deed: the ring reſtot d, 
Gairn'd ence to my wor Jy. 

Ot'm. Yet cet thou cam'ſt, thy death was rumonr'd 

here. 

Selim. | prend the flatt'ring tale, and ſent it hither ; 
That babb ing rumour, like a |ying dream, 
Might make belief more eaſy Tell me, Othman,  — 


And yet | tremble 0 ch the theme, 

How tares my mother? dees ſhe ſtill ſuſtain 

Her native g ex'neis ? . 
Gn Sil, in vain the 


Tewprs zer o marriage, tho” with impious threats 
Of dea hor vio ta. 

Sel. m. * Kind heavn : 
det then her virtue, and by me reward it! 


When 


hat, like this ? [Lifting his tur! en. 
Cihm. Whom do | fee !—am | awake ! —my prince ! 


nr'd 
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When ſhall I fee her Othman? 
Othm. Yet, mv prince, 
I tremble for thy — k 
Seli a. Let not fear 
Sully thy virtue: tis the ot of guilt 
To tremble. What hath innoceace to do with fear 
Othm. Yet think—ſhould Barbarofſe — - - 
Seli m. Dread him not 
Thou know'f, by his command, I fee Zaphira. 
And wrapt in this diſguiſe, I walk fecure, 
As if from heav'n fome guardian pow'r attending, 
Threw ten- fold night around me. 
Othm. Still my heart * 
Forebodes ſome dire event !—O quit theſe walls! 
Selim. Not till a deed be done, which ev'ry tyrant 
Shall tremble when he hears. | 
Othm, What means my prince? 
Selim. To take juit vengeance for a father's blood, 
A mother's ſuff rings, and a people's groans. 
Othm. Alas, my prince! tuy ſingle arm is weak 
To combat multitudes. 
ey I come, 2 
in this murd'rers gui e. ing ſhines, 
This, Othnan——this——fhall drink — tyrant's bloc 
leut @ dagger. 


Qthm. Heav'n ſhie ld thy precious life—— Let caution 


rule 
*Thy headlong zeal ! 
Se:im. Nay, think not that I come 


Blindly impell'd by fury or deſpair ; 
For I have ſeen our triends, and parted 
From Sadi and Almaenzar. _— 


Selim Mark me then. 
A choſen band of citizens this night 
Will ftorm the palace; while tae glutted troops 
Lie drench'4 in furfeit ; the confed rate city, 
Bold thro? detpair have ſworn to break their chain 
„ I. mean- time, have g ain d 

he Palace, and will wait th appointed hour, 

To 


—ͤ— 
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To guard Zaphira from the tyrant's , 

Ama the deathful up oar. 8. 
Othm. Heav'n protect the. 

'T is dreadtul—— hat's the hour ! 

Selim. | left our friends 


c night 
their laſt reſolves.— 
qucen.—— 
prince, beware 
N ſure betray thee. 
Thou not ſee her till the tyrant perith ! 
Selim I muſt -I feel ſome ſecret impulſe urge me. 
Who knows that 'tis not the laſt parting interview, 
We ever ſhall obtain ? 
Othm. Then, on thy life, | 
Do not reveal thy ſelf---Afſume the name 


Ot Seh friend ; ſent toconfirm her virtue, 


And warn her that he lives. 


pain, or death! that undiſmay*d, 
may purtue the juſt intent; and dare 


Or bravely to revenge, or bravely die. [Exenas. 


ACT 


—— — 


SSA >>] =» 


— 


| 
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ACT 


Enter Ixenes. 


N aic-drawn viſions mock the waking eye, 
Sure twas his image Vet, his preſence here. 
After full rumour had confirm'd him dead 
Beneath this hoſtile roof to court deſtruction 
It ſtaggers all belief! 1＋1 he ſhot 
Athwart my view, amid” the glimmering lamps, 
Wich — ghoſt-like ſtep, that ſeem d to ſhun 
All human converſe. This way, fure he mov'd. 
But oh, how chang'd ! he wears no gentle finiles, 
But terror in his frown. _—— he ? 
For Othman points him hither, departs. 
Diſguis d. he ſeeks the queen: ſecure, 
And heedleſs of the tuin that ſurrounds him 
O generous Selim can I fee thee thus; 
And not forewarn fuck victue of its fate ! 


Fordid it gratitude ! 


* Selim, Be till, ! 
Ye ſtruggling — love, be ſtill. 
Down, down, fond heart ! 
Irene. Why, ſtranger doſt thou wander here? 
Selim Oh, ruin! [Shunn*rz her. 
Irene. Bleſt is Irene ! bleſt if Selim lives! 
Selim. Am I berray*d ? 
Irene. Betray'd ! to whom? To her 
Whoſe grateful heart would rufh on death to fave thee ! 
Selin. It was my Y 
That time had veil'd all femblance of my Youth, 
And th:own the maſk of manhood o'er my viſage 
Am I then known? | 
irene. To none, but love and me. 
To me. who late beheld thee at Oran ; 
Who tuw tice ave, befet with untcen peril, 
An. flew to {ave the guardian of my hoaour. | 
Selim. Thou ſum of ev'ry worth! thou heavn of 


fwectnels ! 
E How 
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How cou d I pour forth all my foul before thee, 
In vows of endlefs truth !---It muſt not be 
This is my deftia*d goal !---The manſion dear, 


Where griet and anguiſh dwell! where bitter tears T 
And ſighis, and lamentations, choak the voice, | 
And quench the flame of love ! | H 


Irene. Yet, virtuous prince, 
Tho love be filent, graticude may ſpeak. 
Hear then her voice, which warns thee from theſe wa lla 
Mine be the grateful taſk, to tell the queen, 
Her Selim lives. Ruin and death incloſe thee. 
O ſpeed thee hence, while yet deſtruction fleeps ! 

Selim. Loo generous maid! oh, heav'n ! that Barter 


rofja 
Shou'd te Irenc's father. 
Irene. Injured prince ! 
Lofe not a thought on me! I know thy wrongs, 
And merit not thy love. No, lcarn to hate me. 
Or if Irene efer can hope fuch kindaets, 
Firſt piry, then forget mel 
a When I do, 
heav'n down its righteous vengeance on me 
| Ss Haſte, haſte 3 ame: 
Selim. Wou'd it were pollible ! 
Irene. W hat can preyentit ? 
Selim. Juſtice ! fate, and juſtice ! 
A murder'd father's wrongs ! 
Irene. Ah, prince, take heed ! 
I have a father too! 
Selim. What did 1 fay ? ——my father ?-——not my 
Can I depait till I have feen Zaphira ? | 
Irene. Juflice, faid*it thou? 
That word hath ſtruck me, like a peal of thunder ! 
IThine eye, which wont to melt with gentle love, 
Now giares with terror! thy approach by night— 
Thy oak Gifguiſe, thy looks and -herce demeanor, 
Yes, all cont, ite to tell me I am loſt ! 
Think, Seim what rene mutt indure, 
Shou d the be guilry of a father's blood! | 
Selim. A fa nents b ood ! | 
ene. Too ſute. lu vain thoy lid'ft 


wm SGT = a cO 2 


POO zz oe 


2 


Thy 


——— 


— 
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Thy dire inten-! Forbid it, heaven, Irene 
Siou d fee deſtruction hox ting ofer her father, 
And not prevent the blow ! 

Selim. Is this thy love, 
Thy gratitude to him who fav'd thy honour ?. 
lrene. "Tis gratitude to him who gave me life : 
He who preferv*d me claims the fecond place. | 
Selim. Is he not a tyrant, murderer ? 
Irene. O ſpare my ſhame! I am his daughter ſtill ! 
Selim. Woud'| thou become the partner of his crimes? 
Irene. Forbid it heav'n!---Yet I mult fave a father! 
Selim. Come oa then. Lead we to him. Glut thine 


eve 

With Selim's blood 
Irene. Was Cer diſtreſs like mine 
O Selim can I fee my father periſh ! — 
Wou'd I had ne'er been born ! [Weeps 
Selim. Thou virtuous maid ! 
My heart bleeds for thee ! 

Irene. Quit, O quit theſe walls! 
Heav'n wilt ordain fome gentler, happier means, 
To heal thy woes ! Thy dark attempt is big 
Wich horror and deſtruction! Generous prince | 


oy 4g purpoſe, and depart ! 
May not I fee ra, ere I go? 
Tay gentle pity will not, deny us 


The mournful pleaſure of a parting ear? 
Irene. 2 then, and give her peace. But ſiy theſe 

Walls, 

As ſoon as morning ſhines : elſe, tho deſpair 

D. ive me to madaets yet to fave a father! ——— 

O Selim ! ſpare my tongue the horrid ſentence ! 

Fly ! ere deſtruction ſeize thee ! [Exit Irene. 

Selim. Death and ruin ! 

Muſt I then fly ? — what !——Coward-like betray 

My father, mother, friends? Vain terrors, hence | 
looks big, to fear's deluded eye. 

But courage, on the heights and ſteeps of fate, 

Dares ſnatch her glorious purpoſe from the edge 

Ot pow: and while ſick ning caution ſhrinks, 

Or felf-betray'd, fall: headlong down the ſteep : 
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The giddy brink, fecure No to the queen x 
How thall I dare to meet her thus unknown ! 
How ſtifle the warm traniports of my heart, 


Which pants at her approach ! Who waits Zaphira ﬀ—— | 


Enter a female Slave. 


Slave. Whence this intruſion, ſtranger ? at an hour 
Deitin'd to reit ? 
Sen. I come, to ſeek the queen, 
On matter of ſuch import, as may claim 
Her 1 audience. 
Slave. Thy requeſt is vain. 
Ev'n now the queen hath heard the mournful tale 
Ot her fon's death, and drown'd in grief ff e lis. 
Thou can't not fee her. 
— bay home vs come 
On A m her dear, departed fon. 
And bri * laſt requeſt. 
Slate. Pil haſte to tell her. 
With all a mother's tend teſt love ſhe'll fly, 
To meet that name. [Exit Slave. 
Selim. O il}-diffembling heart !—My ev ry limb 
Trembles with greater terror !——Wou'd to heav'n, 
I had not come ! fome look, or ſtarting tear, 
Will fure betray me.——Honeft guile aſſiſt 


My faulr'ring tongue! 
Enter Zaphira. 

Zaph. Where is this pious ſtra ? 

Say, generous youth. whoſe oy eas thee thus 
To ſeek the weeping ma ſions of diftrefs ! 

Didft thou behold in death my haplef- fon ? 
Didſt thou receive m S. lis parting breath? 
Did be remember me ? 

Selim. Moſt honour'd queen ! | 
Thy fon, Forgive theſe guſhing tears, which flow 
To ſee diftrefs like thine ! 

Zaph. T thank thy pity ! 

"Tis generon: thus to fuel for others woe = ———— 
What of my fon ? fay, did'tt thou fee him die? 
Selim. By Barbarsfſa's crea command I come, 


To 


— ——— —- — 
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To tell you chat thoſe eyes alone beheld 
Thy fon expire. 
Zuth. Oh ! heav'n——my deareſt child! “ 
Slim. That ev'n in death, the pious youth remem- 
ber'd 
His royal mother's woes. 
Zaph. Where, where was I ? 
Relentleſs fate! that I ſhou'd be deny'd 
"the mournful privilege, to fee him die! 
To claſp him in the agony of death 
And ca:ch his parting toul ! O tell me all, 
All that he faid and look d: deep inmy heart 
That I may treuſute ev'ry parting word, 
Each dying whiſper of my dear, dear fon ? ; 
Selim. Let not my words offend — What if he faid, 
Go, tell my haplefs mother, that her tears 
Have ftream'd too long: then bid her weep no more : 


Bid her {orget the h and the ſon, 
In Barkarof arms! 
Zapb. O, falſe as hell! 


Thou art ſome creeping ſlave to Barbaroſſa, 
Sent to furprize my unluſpecting heart 

Falſe ſlave, begone !——my fon betray me thus 
Cou'd he have e'er conceiv'd fo baſe a pw-poll 


* 


Mly griets fo. him ſhou'd end in great diſdain 


But he was brave; and tcorn'd a thought fo vile! 
Wrerched Zaphira ! how art thou become 
The fport of flaves ! Y grieſs incucable ! 
Selim. Yet hope for peace, unhappy queen! Thy 
woes 
May yet have end. . 
Zh. Why weep'ſt thou crocodile ? 
Thy treach'ious tears are vain. 
Selim. My tears are honeſt. 
Jam not what thou think'tt. 
Zaph. Who art thou then! 
vets Os my full heart——l am thy friend, and 
8 | 
I come not to inſult, but heal thy woes. 
Now check thy hearts wild tumult while | tell thee—— 
Pethaps— thy fon vet lives. 


ZLaph. O gracious heav'n : 


Do 
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Do I not dream ? fay, t. didſt thou tell me, 
Perhaps my Selim lives ? — What do I aſk ! 
Fond, fond, and fruitleſs hope! What mortal pow'r 
Can c er re-animate his mangled coarſe, | 
Shoot life into the cold and ſilent tomb. 
Or bid the f uthlefs grave give up its dead! 

Selim. O pow'rful nature, thou wilt ture betray me ! 


LA.. 
Thy Selim lives: for ſince his rumour'd death, 
I aw him at Oran. 
Zaph. Is not then my Selim dead? 
Zn Dian wha ſaw'ſt my ſon expire ? 
ph. Didſt thou not fay, thou i 
Didſt tuou not ev'n now 8 dying ws, 4 ? 
Selim. It was an honeſt falſhood, meant to prove 
Zaphira's unſtain'd virtue. 
Zaph. Why---but Othman ——— 
Othman affirm'd that my fon was dead : 
And l have heard the rer is come, 
In triumph o'er his dear and innocent blood. 
Selim. | am that murderer Beneath this guiſe 
I ſpread th' abortive tale of Selim's death, 
And haply won the tyrant's confidence. To 
Hence gain d acceſs : and from thy Selim tell thee, 


—_ 


Selim yet lives; and honour's all thy virtues. Bid 
9 who art thou? From what * 

c 
Comes ſuch exalted virtue, as dares give = 
A pauſe to grief: like mine !——As dares approach, * 


And prop the ruin tott ting on its bate, 
Which daun enden — 1 Oh, fx —who art 
? 
G_ friendleſs youth, felf-baniſh'd with thy 


; 
his companion in diſtreſs and danger : 
One who rever'd thy worth in proſp rous days: 
And more reveres thy virtue in diftrefs. 
ra. O tell me truly then---mock not my woes, | 

But tell me truly,---does my Selim live 7 

Selim. He does by heav's ! 

Zaph. And does he ſtill remember | — 
His tather's wrongs, and mine. | 


I 2 


n 
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Selim. He bade me tell thee, 
That in his heart indelibly are ſtamp' d : 
His tather's wrongs and thine : That he but waits 
Till awful juſtice may unſheath her ſword, 
And luſt and murder tremble at her frown ! 
That till rh” arrival of that happy happy hour 
Deep in his foul the hidden fire thail glow. 
And his breaft labour with the great revenge ! 
Z. b. Eternal bleſſings crown my virtuous for ! 
I feel my heart revive ! Here peace once more 
Begins to dawn. 
Selim. Niuch honour'd queen, farewel. 
Zapb. Not yet——not yet ; | indulge a mother's 
love ! 
In thee the kind companion of his griefs, 
Methinks I fee my Selim ſtand before me. 
Depart not yet. A thouſand fond requeits 
Croud on my mind. Wishes, and pray'rs and tears, 
Are all I have to give. O hear him thele ! 
Selim. Tons comtoait then; for know thy fon, o“er- 
joy“ 
To reſcue thee, would bleed at ev ry vein ! 
Bid her, he fan, yet hope we may be blett ! 
=> her 8 ways of heav'n, 
ho dark, are juſt - t oft” ſome guardian pow's 
Attends whe fave the innocent ! 
But if high heav'n decrees our fall, —O bid her 
Firm!y to wait the ſtroke ; prepar'd alike 
To live or die ! and then he wept as [| do. 
Zapb. 9 heav'n ! thou haſt at length o er- 
pay'd 
My bittfreſt pangs ; if my dear Selim lives, 
And lives for me !---hear my departing ptay r. [Kneels, 
O ſpare my ton !———Prore& his tender years! 
Be thou his guide thro' dangers and diitres ! 
Soften the rigours of his cruel exile. 
And lead him to his throne ! when I am gone, 
Blefs thou his peaceful reign! oh, early bleſs him 


With the ſweet piedges of connubial love; 


That he may win his virtue's juſt reward, 
And taſte the raptures which a paren:'s heart 
Reaps from a child likt him! Not for myſelf, — 
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But my dear ſon.— accept my patting tears lern Zaphira 


Se im. Now, ſwelling heart, 
Indulze the luxuiy of giie ! Flow tears! 
And rain down tranſpot in ne ſhape of forrow ! 
Yes, I have forh'd her woes ; have found her noble: 
And to have giv'n this reſpite to her pangs, 
Oe: pays all pain and pertl ! Pow'rful virtue! 
Hos inn ite thy joys, when ev'n thy griels + 
Are plcaſu g Tabu, u pero to the frowns 
O; fate, cau'!i pour thy funſhine det the foul, 
And brighten u oe to rapture ! 


Enter Othman and Sadi. 
Honour'd frie:.d> ! 


I % zoe the ghet? 

wid is well nich midnight. 

Oth nm We ip tenrs my prince? 

Selim. But tca ». jcy : Four I have ſeen Zaphira, 
An pour'd he bal ot prace into her breaft: 
Think nett ic eas unnetve me valiant friends: 
They have but hasuoniz' u wry foul ; and wak' d 
All that is man within me, to Gitdain 
Peril, or degta — What ti dings from the city ? 

Sadi All. ail is e Our confed'rate friends 
Burn wich impatiendce, tul tne hour arrive. 

Selim. hat is tac ſignal of th' appointed hour ? 

Sud: Ti midnight watch gives fignal of our meet- 


And M's the ſecond watch of night is rung, 
The work of deatl. begins. : 
Selim. Speed, tpced ye minutes! 
Now let the rifing whiz lwind ſhake Algiers, 
And juitice gv ce the ſtorm ! ſcarce two hours hence— 
Sadi Scarce mice than one. 
Selim. Þr.t 23 ve love my lite, 
Let ycur 2-2} haſten on the grea* event: 
The ty rant's daughter found, and knew me here; 
And half ſuſpects the cauſe. 
Othm. 't oo daring prince, | 
Retire with us! her tears will ſure betray thee ! 


— 


0 
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Sclim. What? leave my helpleſs mother, here, a 


To eructty and luſt ? —Fll periſh firſt - 
This very night the threatens violence : 


u watch his ſteps : Fil haunt him thro” the palace: 


And, ſhou'd he meditate a deed fo vile, 

ru hover o'er him like an unſeen peſtilence, 

And blaſt him in his guile ! 
Sadi. In- repid prince 


Worthy of e! Yet accept my life, 
My worthleſs life: do thou retire with Othman ; 
I will protect Zapbira. 

Selim. Think'f thou Sadi, 


That when the trying hour of peril comes, 
Selim will ſhrink into a common man ! 
— — — 
Pre-eminence in danger. no more. 
Here ſhall my ftation be : And if I fall, 
O friends, let me have vengeance !---Tell me now, 
Where is the tyrant? 
Othm. Revelling at the banquet. 
Selim. =» No tell me, how our pow'rs are 
Sadi. Near ev'ry port, a ſecret band is E 
theſe the watchtul centinels muſt periſh : 
M tor the glutted | | 
ie drown'd. in ; the dagger's cheapeſt q 
Ge RL will circle round "Yy 
The avenues of the palace. Othman and 1 
Will lead our brave confedeta es (all worn 
To conquer or to die) and burtt the gates 
Ot this foul den. Then tremble Barha-ofa ! | 
2 how the near approach of this great 


Fires all my foul! But, valiant friends, I charge 
Reſerve the murd'cer to my juſt revenge z FIR 
My p-oigrard claims his blocd. 
m Forgive me, prince ! 
Forgive my doubts -- Think ſhou d the fair Irene 
Selim. y doubts are vain. 1 wou'd not ſpaic the 


Tho' the ſweet maid lay weeping at my feet | 
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Nay, ſhou'd he fall by any hand but mine; 
By heav'n, Fd think my honout d father's blood 
Scarce half reveng'd! my love indeed is ttrong ! 
But love thall yield to jultice ! 

Sadi. Gallant prince! 
Bravely reſolv d! 
Selim. But is the city 
Srdi. All, all is huſh'd. Throughout the empty 


Nor voice, nor found. As if th' inhabitants, 
Like the i herds that ſeek the covert 


wave, 
The waining moon, iv'd of half her orb, 
Rites in blood : oe well-uigh extinct, 
Faintly contends with darkne l [Bell tolls 
Hark !——what meant a 
That tolling bell? 
Othm. It rings the midnight watch. 
Sadi. This was the fig 


— — 


with N 

We foon ſhall meet again. But oh, remember, 
Ame the tumuit's rage, remember me cy! 
Stain nota righteous cauſe with guiltleſs blood ! 
Warn our brave friends, that we unſheath the ſword, 
Nut to deſtroy, but fave ! nor let blind zeal, 
O. wantan cruelty, e'er turn its edge 
renne 

here pitying angel in the ſkies, 
That zow leaks ca us Hom his dleft abode, 
Wou's wil that we ſhou d ſpace. 


— 
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Oihm. So may we proſper, 
As mercy ſhall direct us! 


Sclim. Farewell, friends Tp | 
WP [Exeunt Othman and Sadi. 

Selim. Now ſleep and filence 

Brood o'er the city. The devoted centinel 

Now takes his lonely ſtand ; and idly dreams 

Ot that to-morrow, which ſhall never come ! 

In this dread interval, O bu thought, 

From outward things deſcend into taylelf ; 

Search deep my heart 3 bring with thee awful conſci- 


ence, 
And firm reſolve that in th approaching hour 
Of blood and horror, I may ſtand unmov'd, - 
Nor fear to ſtrike where juſtice calls, nor dare 
To ftrike where ſhe — 1 75 then 
This dark, inſialious li the badge 
Of vile aſſaſſins; of —— hand 
That dares not meet its foe !——Detefted thought: 
Yet, ——as foul luſt and murder, tho' on thrones 
Triumphant, ſtill retain their hell- born quality ; 
So juſtice, groaning beneath countleſs 
Quits not her ſpotleſs and celeſtial nature; 
But in th unhallow'd murderer's diſguiſe, 


Can fanRtify this ſteel ! 
Then be it o. Witneſs, ye of heav*n, 
That not from you, but from murdrer's eye, 


L wrap myfelf in night !—To I ſtand 

Reveal'd in noon-tide day !—Oh, cou'd I arm 

My hand with war! Then like to you, array'd 

In ſtorm and fire, my fwift-avenging thunder 

Shou'd blaſt this tyrant. But fince tate demies 

That privilege, Ill ſeize on what it gives: 

Like the deep-cavern'd earthquake, burſt beneath him, 
And whelm his throne, his empire and himſelf, 

In one prodigious ruin 


ACT 
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Enter IX ENH and ALapiv. 


od > ans 
Brook no delay? 
Alad. I did. 
Irene. Why comes he not ? 
Oh, what a dreadful dream Tas furely more 
Than troubled fancy never was 
Shook with fuch hideous !—Scill he lingers ! 
Return, return: and tell him that his daughter 
Dies, till ſhe warn him of his.threatning ruin! . 
Alad. Behold, he comes. [Exit Aladin. 
Enter Barbaroſſa. 
Bord. Then done F008 my 8 ! 
Some gloomy planet rul d thy birth ! 
Ex 'n now thy ill- im d fear ſuſpends the banquet, 
And damps the feſtal hour. 

Irene. Forgive my fear ! 

Barb. _ fear, what phantom hath poſſeſs d thy 

brain 

Irene. „ Som Gs rrevery 5 Gs whe : 
For terror lucks unſeen. 

Barb. What terror? ſpeak ! 

Wou dſt thou unman me into ſemale weakneſs ? —— 
Say, what thou dread'ſt, and why ? I have a foul 
To meet the blackeſt dangers undiſmay d. 

Irene” Let not my father check with ſtern rebuke 
The warning voice of nature. For ev'n now, 
Retit'd — ſoon as I closd mine eyes, 

A aorrid viſion roſe——— Methought I faw 
Young Selim rifi g from the filent tomb: 
Mangled and bloody was his coarte his hair 
Clerred with gore; his glaring eyes on fire! 
Dread: ul he ſhook a dagger in nis hand. 
By foine myſterious pow'r he roſe in air. 

hen lo,——at his command, rhis yawning roof 

Was cleit in twain, and gave the phantom entrance? 
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Swift he deſcended with terrific brow, 

Ruth'd on my father at the banquet, 

And plung' his furious dagger in thy breaſt ! 
Barb. Won dſt thou — —— 

Get thee to reft. but as till morn 

As Selim in his grave ſhall fleep for ever, 


Irene. What ſhall I fay to move him! 
Merciful heav'n, inſtruct me what to do! 


4 1 hated to inform thee, that ev't now, 


Swallow the flare that raig'd it vet Pl do 
What caution diQtates. thee, 
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Let him be brought befare me. 

Irene. O my father !* 
I do conjure thee, a thou lov'ſt thy life, | | 
Retire, and truſt thee to thy fairhſul guard 3 
See not this Achmet / 

Barh. Not fee him? — Death and torment! ——— 
TT hink'it thou, I fear a fingle arm that's mortal? | 
Not fee him ?---Forthwith bring the flave befure me. 
Ii he prove falfe, ——it hated & lin live, 

Tu heap fuch vengeance on him——— 

Irene. Mercy! meicy! 


reer een 


wo AY 


To him to all Thou —— yet t a 
My vinons are, as ever * 
When heaven inſpires 

Barb. Neer dl b. tl. e — madman rave with 


: 
o whom 2? | 
— To me ——and to thyſelf : 
dreams | 


not, 
Selim is dead. indeed the rumour lies 
There is no danger near: — Or, ui there be, 
Achmet is innocent ! | 
Barb. Of, frantic wretch ! | 
This ideot-dream hath tu' d her brain to madneſs ! 
Hence to thy chamber, till rerucuing reaſon - 
Hach calm d this tempeſt ——On thy duty hence? 
brene. Yet hear the voice 1 Cruel tate! 
What have donc !—Heav'n i:ic)d my deareſt tacher ? 
Heav'y fucl tie innocent! Undone Irene ! 
V: hate'er tb event, thy doo is miſery. [Exit Irene. 
Barb. rler words are wrapt in da: knefs ——-:ladin, 
Foul. with jew! 4h met hicher — Mark him well---—— 
His conaterance and geſture.— Then with ſpeed, 
Double the centiuels. [Exit Aladin. 
Interna! guilt! 
Hew thou riſe in ev'ry hideous ſhape, 
Of rage and doubt, ſuſp ic ion and deſpair, 
Jo rend my fout! more wretcl.ed fas tuan ther, 
Made wieiched by my critzes hy did I not 
Repent, 
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| 


Unfceling guilt! O baniſh, it thou can'ſt, 


Jo death and torment, fuch as human 
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, while yet my crimes were delible ? 
Ere they had ſtruck their colours thro? my foul, 
Hence then, ye vain repinings ! — Take me all, 


This fell remorſe, and ev'ry fruitleſs fear | 

Be this my glory. to be great in evil? 

To combat my own heart, and, ſcoruing conſcience, 

Riſe to exalted crunes ! . 

Enter Selim. 
Come hithe-, ſlave : ——— 
Hear me, and tremble : Are thou what thou ſeem ſt 
ET 2——2, | the flave* 

founded ! uw — 


Selim. That 1 ſhould ſuſpeck my truh! 
Barb. Take heed! tor by the hov'riag pow'rs of ven- 


If I do thee treach tous, I will doom thee 2 2 x 


Barb. Perdition on thee! daſt thou echo me? 


And pierc'd my heart with thy unkind ſuſpicion l 
Oh, cou'd my find a , to tell 

How deep it drank his blood ?: Hut ſince thy doubt 
Thus 3332 real, Hehold my breaſtftrike 


0 [Puts up bis dagger. 
mark we wel. 
the motions of chis flave : 
eſcape your eye, 
15 ſibres cleave kim to the chine. 
Selim. 3 br Auatard aa 
% 


know'ſt 
Trat 
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L! rapes or ſeeſt his hated face, 

Then wreak thy vengeance on me. 
Barb. Date hs bones: 

Jet. on your lives, await me within call 


4 
8 
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Zarb Cou'd 
ho ud riſe to heav 
Barb. Therefore 
Know, that thy final hour of choice is come ! 
gd have no choice. Thiak'& thou I c'er will 
Tbe murcerer of my lord? 
| Barb. 


BARBAROSSA. 41 


Bari. Take heed, raſh queen ! 
Tell me thy laſt refolve. 
+ Zaph. Then hear me, heav'n ! 
Hear all ye pow'rs that watch Oer innocence ? 


h, hear me, 


- 


: 
| Barb. Rouſe 
0 S 
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Selim. Yet, yet have mercy. 
| [Lays held of Barbaroffa's garmeng 
Barb. Preſuming ſlave, begone ? [Strikes Selim. 


Selim. Nay then, —die, tyrant. 
{ Riſes, and aims to fiab Barbaroſſa. 


= 


forbear 


Laph. My dear fon ! 
Do | then live, once more to fee my Seis 


Barb. Ah, traitor, have | — — Fog 


But o — to fee thee thus ! — 
Selim. Canſt thou behold 


8 Þy 

5d 
Selim. 
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Zaph. O mercy, ! DF 
Selim. Lo! Burbaraſſa ! thou at length haſt con- 


quer's ! 


Behold 2 hapleſs prince, o'erwhelm'd with woes, 


[ Kneels. 
IL ITL 
I plead — Ves, plunge ger in my breaſt : 
car, tear me to piecemeal ! But, O ſpare Zupbire ;— 
Yer, yet relent! force not her matren honour ! 
Reproach not heav'n! 
Barb. Have I then bent thy pride ? 


Selim. Dot thou infult my griefs ? —unmanly 
WIetCh !o— 
Curſe on the fear that cou'd my limbs, [Rifong. 


My coward limbs, to this diſhoneſt poſtnre ! 
Long have | ſcorn'd, I now dety thy pow'r. 
Barb. Fil put thy boaſted virtue to the wial.——— 
Slaves, bear him to the rack. 
' Zaph. O ſpare my fon! 
Sure filial virtue never was a crime! 
Save but my fon-—I yield me to thy wiſh ! 
What do I fav !-—The marriage vow——O horror ! 
This hour ſhall make me thine ! 
Selim. What ! doom thytelf 
The guilty partner of a murderer's bed, | 
V hute hands yet reek with thy dear buſband's blood! 
To be tbe mother of deſtructive tyrants, 
The curſes of mankind !——By beav'n, I fwear, 
The guilty hour that gives thec to the arms 
Of that deteſted murderer, ſhall end 
This hated life ! -—-- - 
Barb. Or yield thee, or he dies 
Zaph. The conflicts paſt ———1 will refume my 
greatnels : | 


„ We'll 
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We'll bravely die, as we have livd, with honour ? 


Barb. Dia | . 
Her to the altar :——Selim to his fate. 
Zaph. O Selim O my fon ?——Thy doom is death; 
Wov'd it were mine | 
Selim. Wou'd I cou'd give it thee ! 
Is there no means to tave her ! lend, ye guards, 
Ye miniſters of death, in pity lend ; 
Your ſwords, or ſome kind w of deitruftion !—— 
Sure the moſt mournfui boon, ever fon 
Aſt d for the beſt of mothers ! 
Zaph. Dea eſt Selim! 
Barb. Fil hear no more Guards, bear them to their 
Selim. One laſt embrace ! | 


Farewel, farewel tor ever! 
[Guards fruggle with them. | 


8 One moment yet !—— Pity a mother's pang 

Selim ! 

Selim. O my mother! [Excunt Selim and Zaphira. 
Barb. My deareſt hopes arc blaſted !——What is 


If ftubborn virtue thus out-ſoar its flight! 
Yet he thall die, and ſhe 


Enter Aladin. 


Alad. Heav'n guard my lord ? 

Barb. What mean'ſt Aladin ? 

< that young Solis ves: nay, — 
that wes: nay, 
Barb. The lurking traitor's found, 

Convicted. and difarm'd. ——Ev'n now he aim'd 

This dagger at my heart. | 
Alad. Audacious traitor ! 

The fave fays further, that he brings thee tidings of 


FF, Fre. © | 
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Of dark conſpiracy, now hov'ring o'er us: 
And claias thy private ear. 

Barb. Of dark conſpiracy ? 
Where ?——Anong whom? 

Alad. The fecret triends of Selim, 
VW no nightly haunt the city. 

Barb. Curſe the trairors ! 
Now fpeed thee, Aladin.—Send forth our ſpies : 
Explore their haunts. Fbr by ti internal pow'rs, 
I will let looſe my rage. e furious lion 
Now foams indignant, — — cries. 
Let Selim torthwith die Come, 3 2 
Stir me to cruelty ! the rack ſhall groa 
Wirth new-born horrors ! will ue forth, 
Like midnight peſtilence ! my breath ſhall flirew 
Ide ſtreets with — ; and havock _ 
Hence, pity——t ee4 the milky thoug babes : 
Mine is 2 hue. 


CCC 
. 
Enter BARIAROSSA and ALA DIN. 


BanzBaAROSSA. 


3 are the gates ſecur d 


Alad E Gees, 
Deſtruction lurks within the palace walls ; 
Nor bars, nor centinels can give us ſafety. | 
Bard 22 His hour of fate approaches. 
How goes the right ? 
Lud. The ſecond watch is near. 
H Bark. 
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Bar. "Tis well Wbene er it rings, the traitor dies. 
do hath my will ordain'd—TF'il feize th occaſion, 
While I may fairly plead my life's defence. 
Alad. True : for he aim'd his dagger at thy heart. 
Barb. He did. Hence juſtice, uncompell'd, ſhall 


fword, and do ambition's work. 

Ives have fteel'd Zaphira's breaſt 
thy love: thence he deſerves to die. 

. And death's his doom. Yet, firſt the rack 


2222 


Irene. O night of horror !- Hear me, honour'd father ! 
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ES. Irene. Yet pity might beſtow a milder name. 
Woud'ſt thou not love the child, whole fortitude 
Shou'd hazard life for thee ?—Oh, think on tha 
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Inhuman father ! — Generous, injur'd youth! 
Merthinks I fee thee eren d upon the rack, 

Hear thy expiring O horror horror ! 4 

What ſh III do to fave ** Vain, alas! 

Vain are my tears and pray'rs !—At leaſt INI die. 

Death ſhall unite us yet! (Exeunt Irene and guards. 

Barb. O torment, torment! 

Ev'a in the midit of pow'r !—The vileſt flare 

More happy tar than | '! The very child, 

Whom my love cheriſh'd from her infant years, 
Coulpires to biaſt my peace ?—O talſe 

Thou lying phantom ! whither haſt thou lur'd me ? 

Ex'n to the giddy height ; where now I ſtand, 7 
Forfaken, comiortlets ! with not a friend 
In whom my foul can ti uit 


Enter Aladin. | 


Haſt thou ſeen Othman ? | 
He will not, ture, conſpire againſt my [ 
Alad. He's fled my lord. I dread ſome lurking ruim. 
The centinel on watch fays, that he paſs'd 
'The gate, fince midnight, with an unknown friend : 
And as they paſs d. Othman in whiſpers ſaid, 
Now farewel, tyrant.” 
Barb. Slave, thou ly'ﬆ ! | 
He div} not dare to ſay it. Or, if he did, 
Pernicious flave, why call how wound my ear 
By the foul r Gracious pow'rs ! 
Let me be Do em 
How am I rent in pieces!---Othman fled !—— 
Why then may hell's curſes follow him? — 
Whar's to be done? ſome miſchief lucks unſeen 
Alad. Prevent it then 
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Along the ground he lies, Oer helm d with chains. 
The miniſters of death ſtand round, and wait 
Thy laſt command. 

Barb. Once more ru try to bend 


2 


* 


His 


B ARB ARO 8588 A. 49 


{ubborn ſoulCorduct me forthwith to him: 
— ic he now diſdains my protfer'd Kindneſs, 
Deſtruction fwallows him! [Excunt. 


Selim diſcreerd in chains, executioners, offcers, be. and 


Selim. I pray you, friends, 
When I am dead, let not indignity _ 
Inſult theſe poor remains. See them interr'd 


Officer, Thy hou of fate, 
The ſecond watch is near. 
Selim. Let it come on; 

I am prepar d. 


Barb. So—raife him from the ground, — 
[They raiſe bus 
Perfidious boy ! Behold the juſt rewards - 
Of guilt and Dick ſt thou not give 
Thy forfeit life, whene'er I ſhould behold 
Selim'z deteſted face? 
Selim. Then take it, tyrant. 
Barb. Didſt thou not aim thy dagger at my heart? 
Selim. I did. 
Barb. Vet heav'n defeated thy intent; 
And fav'd me from the dagger. 
Selim. "Tis not ours, 
To queſtion heav'n. Th' intent, and not the deed 
E in our pow'r: and therefore who dares greatly, 


Does greatly. 
Bark. Yet bethink thee, ſtubborn boy, 
What horrors now ſurround thee 
Selim. Think'& thou, tyrant, 
I come fo ill prepar'd ? ——Thy rage is weak, 
Thy torments pow'rlefs o'er the ſteady miad : 
He who cou'd bravely dare, can brave'y fuffer. 
Bar$. Yet, lo, I come, by pity led, ta ſpare thee. 
1 Rel eat 
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Relent, and fave Zaphira ! For the bell 
Ev'n now expects the centinel to toll 
The fignal of thy death. 

Selim. Let guilt like thine 
Tremble at death: I ſcorn his darkeft frown, 


Hence, tyrant, nor pr phine my dying hour ! 
Barb. take thy with. [Bell tel. 
There goes the fatal knell. 


Thy fare is fea d———— Not all mother's tears, 
Nor .. nor ence of grief, thall fave thee 
From in death. Vet ere th aſſaſſin die, 

Let torment wring each ſecret from his heart. 

The traitor Othman's fled ; Conſpiracy 
Lurks in the womb of night, and threatens ruin. 

re not the rack, nor ceaſe, till it extort 


'Jurking treaſon ; and this murder call 
On death, to end his woes. Exit Barbaroſſa. 
Selim. Come on then, [They bind him. 


in the work of death ——— What! bound with cords, 
Like a vile criminal !——O va'iant friends, 
When will ye give me vengeance ! 


Enter Irene. 


Irene. Stop, O ftop ! 
Ho d your accurſed hands — On me, on me 
Pour all your torments !---How ſhall | approach thee ! 
Selim. Theſe are thy father's gitts Let thou art 
guiltleſs. 
Then let me take thee to my heart, thou beſt, 
Mot amiable of women! 
Irene. Rather curſe ine. 
As the betrayer of thy virtue! 
Seim. Ah! 
3 L——-my fears, my frantic fears bettay d 
e! 
Thus falliug at thy feet! may I but hope 
For pardon ere I die! 
Selim. Hence, to thy father ! | 
Irene. Never, O never !——Crawling in the duſt, 
Tu claſp thy feet, and bathe them with my tears ! 


;Txgad me to earch! I never will complain; 


But 


1 


ya. 
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But my laſt breath ſhall bleſs thee ! 
Selim. Lov'd Irene ! 

What hath my fury done ? 
Irene. Indeed, twas hard! 


But I was born to forrow ! 


Selim. Melt me not. ; | 
I cannot bear thy teats They quite unman me 
Forgive the tra: ſports of my tage! 

Irene. Alas 
The guilt is mine Canſt thou forgive thoſe fears 
Taar firit awak'd ſuſpicion in my father? 
Thoſe fears that have undone thee !---Heav'a is witnefs, 
They meant not ill ro thee ! : 

Selim, None; none, Irene ! ; 
No ; twas the generous voice of filial love: 
That, only, prompte thee to fave a father. 
Ves; fiom my inmoit foul I do appcove 
That virtue which deſtroys me. 

Irene. Can ſt thou, then, 


Forgive and pity me? 


Selim. | do, I do. 
2 On my knees, 
us let me thank thee, , injur'd prince! 
Oh earth and heav'n ! 1 — CD 
Shou'd meet fo hard a fate That That I—— 
Whom his love reſcu d from the depth of woe, 
Shou d be th' accurſt deſt:oyer !——Stike, ia pity ; 
And end this hated life ! 
Selim. Ceaſe, dear Irene. 
Subm't to heavn's high wi'l. I charge thee live; 
And to thy utmoſt pow'r, protect from wrong 
My khclplefs, friendleſs, mother! 
Irene. With my life 
Tu thield her fiom each wrong That hope alone 
Can tempt me to prolong a lite of woe 
Se/im. O my ungovern'd rage To frown on thee ! 
Thus let ine expiate the cruel wrong, [ Embracing. 
And mingle rapture with rhe pains of death ! 
Ofcer. No more. Piepate the rack. 
Irene. Stand off, ye fiends ! 
Here will I clinz. No pow'r on earth ſhall part us 
Till I bave fav'd my Selim ! 
ts 
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Officer Hark ! what niiſe 
Strikes on mine ear ? [4 nei/e. 
Selim. Again ! 
Alad. Arm, arm !-—Treach'ry and murder! [Withour. 
[Executioners go te ſeize Selim. 
Se/im. Off, r I will turn my Hoon = Uh 
ich lifts my tow” to Atlas 
That I cou — — 
Alad. Where is the king? 
The foe pours in: the pilace are burſt : 
The centinels are murder d! tave the king! 
They ſeek him through the palace? 
Officer. Death and ruin ? 
Follow me, flaves, and fave him. 
Selim. Now bloody _—_ 1 Ly 
tyrant ! now, is come 
rene. = means yon mad ning tumult ? 0 
— — 


my 
Selim. Vengeance at length hath — ame 


Aud walks her deadly round! 
Irene. 9 — 25 
Selim. Yes : thy father; 
Who murder'd mine 
Irene. Is there no room for mercy ; 
© Selim by our love.- 
Selin Thy tears are vain : 
Vain were thy eloquence, tho thou diaſt plead 
With an Ps tongue! 
Irene. Spare but his lite! | h 
Selim. va knows I p'ty thee. | Bur he ma 
bleed; 
Tho my own nt. b ood, nay, "OY {+ ore dear, 
Sbewd de at the Sus: vg 
Irene. Muſt he then du? 
Let me but fee my father, —— 
Let me but pay wy patting duty to him 


* 


(Claſh of favor ds. 

Hark !-----'twas the elan of fwords ! Ws 44 my fa- 
ther ! 

© cruel, cruel Selim ? Exit hene. 


_ 
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Slim. Curſe on this ſervile chain, that binds m 
faſt, 
In pow'rleſs ignominy ; while my ſword 
* and cleave the tyrant down ! 
Orhm. Where is the prince? [Witheut. 
Selim. Here, Othman, bound to earth“ 
Set me but free O curſed, curfed chain 


III 


Enter Othman and a party, who free Selim. 
O:hm, O my brave prince !——Heav'n favours our 


Take that :-——1 need not bid thee uſe it nobly. 
' Selim. Now, let my arm meet thine : 
ns. Tu all I aſkof ben!  _ [Exir Selim. 
o | 
ilty 


_. SCENE changes to the open Palace. 
Enter Bar baroſſa. 


Othm. Long bath my wiſh, 
kent in my ſtruggling breaſt, been robb'd of utte- 
rance, 
Now valour fcorns the maſk. II dare thee, tyrant ! 


And arm'd with 2 thus wou'd meet thy rage, 
Tho thy red right hand graf d the pointed thunder! 
Now, heav'n decide between us! [They fight. 
Barb. Coward ! 
| Othm. Tyrant! 
Barb. Traitor ! 


Infernal 
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Othm. _ Infernal fiend ! words are fraught with 
falſhood. * ght 


To combat crimes like thine, by force or wiles, 
2 [Barbaroffa falk. 
Barb. ] faiut !- -I die ! —— O horror ! 


Enter Selim and Sadi. 


Where is the tyger fled What do I ſee ? | 
Sade. K A 


Orth. 


Too god.—I have a daughter ! oh, protect her! 
Othm. There fled the guilty fou! ; 
Selim. Hate to the ciry,—itop the rage of flaughrer. 
Tell my brave people, that Algiers is fice ; 
And tyranny no more. [Exeunt Slaves. 
Sadi. And, to confirm 
The glorious tidings. ſoon as morning ſhines, 
Be his dead carcaſe dragg d throughout the city, 
.\ ſveQtacle of harrar ! 


Selim. 
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i Slim. Curb zeal. 
No Let us be —_ cruel : nor diſgrace 
Valour, by barb tous and inhuman deeds. | 
alk Black was his guilt: and he hath paid 5 life, 
"| The forteit of his crimes Then ſheath the ſword: 
Let vengeance die, —Juſtice is ſatisty dl 


Enter Zaphiia. 
Zaph. What mean theſe horrors !——whereſo&er l 


turn 
My trembling ſteps, I find ſome dying wretch 
Wel ring * and dott — my Selim ! 
Selim. Lo there he lies! 
Zaph. The bloody tyrant ſlain | 
O righteous heav'n ! 
Sem. Behold thy valiant frieads, 
Whoſe faith and courage have o'erwhelm'd the pow'r 
Of | Here, once more, thy virtues 
Shall dignity the throne, and bleſs thy people. 
Zoph, Ju are thy ways, O heav'n! Vaia terrors 
nce ; 
Once more Zaphira's bleft —— My virtuous fon, 
How thall I e'er requi'e thy boundiets love! 
Thus let me ſnatch tuee to my longing arms, 
An4 on thy boſom weep my griefs away ! 
Selim. O happy hour ! 1appy . beyord the flight 
Ev'a of my arc ent hope! Look down, bleſt Cade, 
From the bright rea}ms of bliis !———Behalt thy queen 
Untpotted, unſeduc'd. unmar'd ia virtue. 
* — tyrant 2 gens at my feet! 
to the mem thy bleeding wr 
IP — 2 22 | F "OO 
Dien. Zaph. generous Selim ! 
Selim. Where is Irene ? 
*. Sadi. With looks of wildneſs, and diſtracted mien, 
She fought ber father where the tumult tag d: 
ves She paſs d me, while the coward Aladin 
Fied from my ſword: and as I cleft hin down, 
She ſainted at the fight. 
Othm. But ſtraight recover d, 


Zamer; 
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Zamr, our truſty ſ1i-nd, at my command, 
Convey 'd the weeping fair one to her chamber. 

ws * to ay generous care Come, let us | 
TH afflicted maid. | 

Zaph. Her virtues might atone | 
For her father's „ do how: | 
She me its all thy love. 

Selim, hen haſte, and find her. Oer her father's 

crimes 

Pity ſhali draw bet veil z nay half abſolve them, 
V ken ſhe beholds the vi. rucs of his child !— 
Now let us thank th' eternal pow'r : 
T kt heav'n but tries cur virtue by affliction : 
+'v the cloud which wraps the preſent hour, 
derves but to brighten all our future days! 


PROLOGUE, 


: 


| 
convinc'd, | 


; 


| You donna take mv oy 
| Ten fen A not an 


r 


PROLOGUE, 


IVritten by My. Ganzics, andſpoken by bin 
* in 4 Character of a Country Boy. 
y 


o th matter P 


| A weezen pale-fac'd man, de—find bim out—— 


Pray, . CI 5 
mifler ——hild ——I mu t Is name. 

—= what @ crowd is here? abat noe and puter 

! one & 1 . | 

— eas, 
r —— 5; | 

Tir 5 4 laugh for? ebt 

Ade. . o | 

Tau thenk ms foot, and I rhe res Rf cad: 

and ſtranger too, N 
laugh at you, (Laughing, 


For want 4 
I came country here to try my fate, 
And get a þ'ace among the rich and great ; 
But troth I m fick o th journey | h ten, ; 
Tlike it not——wou'd JI were whoame again. 
Firft, in the city I took up my ftation, Ms 
And got a place with ane ef th' corporation, 
Kk A rand 
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But hong wwith bim I cou'd not make abode, | 
Fer, cou'd you think't F—— be eat a Sea-tcad ? 

It come from Indies — , as big as me, 

He call d it 2 

Law ! bew 1 1 

Fir <vant of monflers, be made a pye ; 

Rather than tarry bere 


T. I back to wuhname, and country 


1 k-ft Toad eater ; then Herd . 


And they promis'd — but ner kept their wvord, 
W bile weng the great, this geaming work the trade is, 
They mind no more poor ſervants than their ladies. 

A lady next, who lif'd a ſmart ye 
Hir's me forthwith— but, troth, I _ 
She turn d the wwerld top damn, as | 
21 to neet, the neet to 


9 I, and cat. 
Did yas but fee us all as I'm a nner, 

Tex fearcry oy which of the three is thinner. 
My a'l depend on this night's piece, 
2 7 
Ffeck, FI trujt no more te meafter's brain, 
3 , and whiſtle whoame again. 


EPILOGUE, 


— 


—B 


— 


— 


EPILOGUE, 


Written by Mr. GARRICK. 


Spoken by 9 2 in the Charafler 


Enter —— ſpeaking without. 
SHAW !—damn your Epilogue —— and hold your 


Shall we of rank be told what's right and wrong ? 


me / 
To the Audience. 

Behold a gentleman !\——and that's U 

Laugh if you pleaſe—— tate a pinch of ſnuff ! 

I come to tell y let it uot ſurprize you ) 

That I'm a wit ——and worthy to adviſe you. —— 

How cou'd you ſuffer that ſame country Joaby, | 

That prologue-ſpeaking ſavage, that great hoby, 

Te talk his nonſence F——give me leave to ſay, 

'T was l dann d low !——but ſave the fellow's 


mens 
Tet the peer devi! eat—allore biz that, 


renn UDL 


J hate as much as be, a Turtle-Feaſt, | 
NLA 3m nn7 
Id ride a hundred miles anfeff 0 deaf. | 
I have no ears, —yet ep ra- I ad:re ! | 
Always prepar'd ts die 70 fleep, no more ! | 
The ladies tas were car d at. and their dreſs, 
He wants em all ruff d up like geod queen Beſs ! | 
They are, forſooth, bes much expes and free | 
E. m il effets I fee, | 
8 tis all the ſame to me. | 
tas cv maul d the reft, 
he en nts dd Be hood? 
When thoughts ariſe I ainvays game or drink, 
An Engl!th Gentleman bon 1 
The reaſon's plain which ev'ry ſoul might hit on— 
What trims a Frenchman overſets a ; 
In us refleiron breeds a ſober ſadneſs, 
-* te 72 was. 9g Artes. 


bt 4+ mtg 
—— ood os 6s 1 
your to rance, 
Le them —_ 5 2a 
your cenes ts 
Reſerve alone, to bleſs theſe n times, | 
A farce or - W s pantomimes T 
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